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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


Etiquette, — 
Shuffle, — 
Spruce, — 

Surat, — — 
Sir James Juniper, 
Cathartic, — 
Crab, — 
Melville, - 
Sir Dilberry, - 
Lady Juniper, 
Amelia, - 
Fidget, +» 


Mr. Epwix. 

Mr. PALMER. 

Mr. Lamasn. 

Mr. BannisTER. 
Mr. Parsons. 

Mr. BaDDELEy. 
Mr. Jacxs0N. 

Mr. Woop. 

Mr. PAIN TER. 


Mrs, WEBB. 


Miſs HARPER. 


Miſs HALE. 


CHORUS, Ee. 


SUMMER AMUSEMENT. 


A © I. 
C H O R U S——Fiſbermen. 


H AW L, hawl away, yet more, yet more, 
Still cloſer keep to yonder ſhore; 

Now Dick, now Tom, pull you, pull you, 
She comes, ſhe comes, *twill do, 'twill do. 


AIR Captain Surat. 


Happy Iſland, great and free, 
Sacred ſeat of Liberty |! 
O'er thy plains, with bounteous hand, 

Ceres waves her golden wand. 

All around thy whiten'd ſhore, 

Ocean yields its plenteous ſtore, 
Happy Iſland, reat and free, 
Sacred ſeat of Liberty! 
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CHORU S——Fihermen, 
While thus we labour for what we can get, 
All ſhall be fiſh that comes into our net. 


-— SONG 
The wand'ring ſailor ploughs-the main, 
A competence in life to gain; 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 
To find at laſt content and. eaſe; 
In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 


Captain Sarat. 


When winds blow hard, and mountains roll. 
And thunders ſhake from pole to pole; 
Tho' deathful waves ſurrounding foam, 
Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him home; 
In hop es, when toil and danger's 0 er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 


When round the bowl the jovial crew 

The early ſcenes of youth renew; 

Tho' each his fav'rite fair will boaſt, 

This is the univerſal toaſt : 
© May we, when toil and danger's o'er, 
« Caſt anchor on our native ſhore!” 
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S O N G——Ezyaette. 


Without a man to take the lead, 
What could a lady do? 
No walk in life would e'er ſucceed, 
No ſtep could &er be true: 
We point the dance that might perplex, 
Lock bright, 
Invite, 
Excite 
Delight, 
And comfort all the ſex. 


We ne'er, like ſome folks in the land, 
| Permit our friends to drop, 
But take them gently by the hand, 
And lead them to the top. 
We poſts and places find for all, 
Now here, 
Now there, 
Now e'er- 
Y where, 
And ſtill keep up the ball. 
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Spruce. 


| When Madam, tho' her day is done, 
| | New paſſions will imbibe, 

(| In hopes to get a little fun, 

She gives a little bribe, 


When Miſs is kept by locks and keys, 
From all the love-ſick tribe; 
To give her ſwain a little caſe, 


She gives a little bribe, 
EIS 


When now and then my Lord thinks fit, 
Mongſt friends to jeſt and gibe, 
To raiſe the laugh at little wit, 
le gives a little bribe. 


Whene'er we plan our ways and means, 
To make the folks ſubſcribe, 
We gueſs which way their virtue leans, 
| And give a little bribe, 
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S O N G Anelia. 


To eaſe my heart, I own'd my flame, 
And much, I fear, I was to blame ; 

For tho' love's force we're doom'd to feel, 
The heart its weakneſs ſhould conceal, 


The bluſh that ſpeaks the ſoften'd breaſt, 
The ſigh that will not be ſuppreſt ; 

The tear which down the cheek will ſteal, 
With cautious art we ſhould conceal, 


And yet if honour guides the youth, 
And welcome love is led by truth, 
With joy at Hymen's porch we kneel, 
Nor ſtrive our weakneſs to conceal. 


DUET T.——-Str James and Lady Juniper. 


If huſbands wiſh for happy lives, 

They ſhould in all things pleaſe their wives, 
Be courtly and obedient. 

Should cake for better or for worſe—— 

Sir James. A teeming head and empty purſe, 
And this you think expedient, 


i B Sir 
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(10) 


Sir James and | Yes, yes, and this we think ex- 
Lady Juniper. pedient, 


Lady Juniper. By nature women are inclin'd 


To riſe ſuperior to mankind : 
Sir James. Dis that which makes them fall fo, 
Lady Juniper. The wife promotes the huſband's 


name, | 
And brings him children, health, 
and fame; 
Sir James. And other comforts alſo. 
**1 Ties. yes, c. 


* 
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IN 


Surat, Hark! the ſprightly ſounds begin, 

Sick and well go dancing in; 

Every heart from care ſet free, 
Leaves its ſorrows in the ſea: 

- Young and old delighted trip, 
Here to take their morning leap; 
Hither all the grave and gay 
Flock to waſh their ills away. 


Amelia, My fond boſom of late was ſo bleſt, 
The ſoft moments ſo happily flew, 

That each night I went gaily to reſt, 
And each morn' I roſe chearfully too; 


But, 


(_ 11 ) 
But, alas! muſt all comfort depart, 
Muſt thoſe calm recreations be o'er ? 
Muſt contentment ſubſide in my heart, 
| And the ſunſhine of life be no more? 
Lady Jun. Lord! what ſhall 1 do for my oil-ſkin 
cap, 
Now the a_chiond is ready ? 
Str James. Your hair will be wetted, obs what a 
miſhap! _ 
I pity you much, my lady. 
Surat. If I might adviſe you how, 
Take a ſip, 
Ere you dip, 
And it will ſuffice you now. 
Amelia. Mamma, let's go into the bathing 
| room, 
And wait till the dreſs and the ſervant 
come, 
Lady Fun. What, among the canaille ye ſit ? 
Mon Dieu! I can never ſubmit. 


Chorus. Then here let us traverſe it to and fro. 
Lady Fun. I corre. 
Surat. I walk. 


Amelia. I ſtand. 
Sir James. I go. 


Then bere let us, &c. 


B 2 | You 
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(130 
You come, {you walk, you ſtand, you 


go, 
For what can we do that more will 


pleaſe, 

Than look at the ſea and ſcent the 
breeze, | 

And fill up the group where the ſcene 
is laid, | 

All taking the air on Margate parade ? 


End of tk FIRST ACT. 


ACT 


SON G -Imelia. 


Ix the prattling hours of youth, 
Artleſs nature leagues with truth; 
Oft' we laugh, and oft' we cry, 
Wen perhaps we know not why. 


But when varied hopes and fears 
Mark the courſe of riper years, 
If we ſmile, or if we ſigh, 

Do you think we know not why ? 


Queſtion'd then of flames and darts, 
Broken vows, and blecding hearts,- 
If our purpoſe we deny, 

Don't ſuppoſe we know not why. 
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S O N Etiquette. 


Neateſt of pretty feet, for dancing intended, 
Accept of a partner who always was commended; 
Slighting the fineſt dreſs, attentive to merit, 

He likes only thoſe that can jig about with ſpirit. 


Take me, madam, 
I ſo glad am, 
That I'll cut a caper; 
Stand firſt couple, 
Make no ſcruple, 
Strike up there, gut-ſcraper. 


| Turn about, turn about, that's right, depend on't, 
Hands a-croſs, back again, and now there's an 
end on't. 


If it till ſhould be thought that we ſhould encore 
it; | 

8 Permit me to offer you lemonade before it; 

Negus will make you hot, and wine is unſteady, 

Your fan now will cool us both, ſpeak when 

you're ready. 


Tacke te, madam, &c. 


SONG 


3 O N G——Metvillle. 


Thou'ſt play'd a falſe, a faithleſs part, 
Remorſe will wait on thee, my love; 
Ambition hath ſeduc'd the heart 
Which honour ow'd to me, my love. 


The trueſt, tend'reſt lame was mine ; 
What have I felt for thee, my love ! 
The ſofteſt, fondeſt vows were thine ; 
What did'ſt thou ſwear to me, my love! 


Tho' ſplendour deck thy nuptial bow'r, 
Tho' pleaſures round thee fly, my love, 
Each joy that marks the playful hour 
Shall labour with a ſigh, my love, 


And when the penſive moments come, 
(For who from thoſe are free, my love!) 


Perhaps thou'le mourn thy Melville's doom, 
And lend a tear to me, my love. 


SONG 


Furat. 


Go high, go low, in ev'ry ſtate, 
The ſailor's heart is true; 
In adverſe, or in proſp'rous fate, 
He joins the crew: 
Then toiling early, watching late, 
Defends his king and country's cauſe, 
In hopes to be, 
When come from ſea, 
Chear'd with applauſe. 


At home, when ſports his welcome crown, 
His wife's the livelieſt of the throng; 
Or when care ſinks his ſpirits down, 
Her endearing ſmile 
Rewards his toil, 
And greets his fav'rite ſong. 


Go high, Sc. Sc. 


So when the nuptial knot is ty'd, 

Our friendſhip cloſer will cement; 

Each morn' you'll hail my blooming bride, 
And gladly ſhare my heart's content. 

I'll graſp the hand which made her mine, 
To ſocial ſcenes my hours reſign, 

While all the wonted ftrain ſhall join, 


Go high, go low, Sc. Sc. 


9 SONG 


How hard our hapleſs lot appears, 
As virgin or as wife! 

Reſtrain'd in all our early years, 
Diſtreſs'd in later life! 


If fond affection warms our hearts, 
Tov oft' unfeeling man, 

From faith, from truth, from love departs; 
And triumphs where he can. 


o V : 4 « , . * 
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Surat. Come, ye venal ſlaves of war, 
Boaſt your bafe alliance, 
Britain's thunder, heard from far, 
Boldly bids defiance. 
Beat the drum, the trumpet ſound, 
True to antient ſtory, 
Freedom's ſons, on freedom's ground, 
Will find the road to glory. 
Lady Juniper. What tho haughty Spain we find 
Will no more diſſemble, 


All the Houfe of Bourbon join'd 
Shall not make us tremble. 


O Beat the drum, Se. 


( 18 ) 


Amelia, Juſtice animates the fight, 
Fame her trump will tender ; 
Conqueſt ſhall ſupport our right, 
And Perfidy ſurrender, 
Beat the drum, &c. 


Etiqueite. Let the light-heel'd troops of France 
Come ſo ſleek and taper, 
We can teach them how to dance, 
And make them cut a caper. 
Bring the flutes, the fiddles bring, 
Rear the ſilken banners, 
Tho” we fight, we'll dance and ſing, 
And drub them with good manners. 


End of the SECOND ACT. 
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SON G—Spruce. 


Loo K among the witty gentry, 
Under guard of critick ſentry, 


Every poet makes his entry 

Vext and plagu'd by nibblers. 
If the ſatire's ſtrong and tough, 
Some will think the blow too rough ; 


Some it hits not hard enough, 
Such the fate of ſcribblers. 


If the poet wiſe as witty, 
Makes a cap for court and city, 
Some will think it vaſtly pretty, 
Some diſlike it ever; 
Few will take it as 'twas meant, 
Shewn about with kind intent, 
Only for amuſement lent, 
For vexation ever. 
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( 20 ) 


S O N G—Surat. 


If I'm the happy man 
With whom her life is ſpent, 
In do the beſt I can | 
To make that life content; 
And when the ſailor's honeſt joys 
No longer ſhe'll withſtand, 
The ſoftneſs of his heart ſhall poiſe 
The roughneſs of his hand. 


But if no hopes ſhe'll give, 
If ſtill her boſom's ſore, 
Forbid that I ſhould ſtrive 
To wound that boſom more: 
For tho' the ſailor's honeſt j joys 
For ever ſhe'll withſtand, 
The ſoftneſs of his heart ſhall poiſe 
The roughneſs of his hand, 
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( 21 } 
SON G—Melville. 


What means that downcaſt look, my dear ? 
Why heaves the ſigh, why drops the tear ? 
What fears diſturb ? what doubts annoy 
Thoſe hours which love ſhould gild with joy? 


Tho' tranſient care now dims our eyes, 
More flatt'ring proſpects ſoon ſhall Yiſe ; 
Each fond endearing ſcene ſhall prove 

The matchleſs force of Melville's love. 


SON G—Lady Juniper. 


When a lady of ton is ſurprized in a ſnare, 
Having fancied that nobody ſaw, 

What helps her to carry it off with an air ? 
'Tis nought but the je ne ſcai quoi. 


When the fine men of faſhion miſtake in their 
ſcore, 
And are forc'd for a time to withdraw, 
Why are they receiv'd and careſs'd as before? 
Sans doute, for the je ne ſcai quoi. | 


When we meet at aſſemblies, high frizzled and 
curl'd, 
When our nods and our winks o1ve the law, 
What makes us deſpiſe all the ſorins of the world? 
Tis nought, but the je ne ſgai quoi. 


SONG 


( 22 ) 


SON G— Amelia. 


Let not love thy heart enſnare, 

All its joys are ting'd with care, 
Fleeting pleaſures, laſting pain, 
Smiles that ne'r return again. | 


Love, our woe delighted hears, 

Fed with pangs, and thron'd in tears; 
For when ev'ry ſtorm is o'er, 

Foe to peace, it reigns no more, 


FINALE. 


Etiquette. Ladies and gentlemen, this is a ſet 
Who wiſk to ſtand here for the ſeaſon, 
To be chearful and merry we're all of us 
met, | 
Andhope you won'tfrown withoutreaſon. 


If we anger the public on any pretence, 
Believe me, we do not intend it; 
For if aught in our manners ſhould give 
you offence, 
Etiquette will be happy to mend it. 


Surat. 


( 23 ) 
Surat. Then let us all laugh, and dance, and 
ſing, 
Why ſhould we grieve for errors paſt? 
Time ſhall new hours of chearfulneſs 
bring, 
And each ſhall be happier than the laſt. 


Amelia. Tho' love, in the thoughtleſs morn” of 
life, 
Hath led me a blameful path to ſteer, 
Prudence ſhall guide th' attentive wife, 
And filial duty the child endear, 


CHORUS. 
Then let us all laugh, and dance, and ſing. 


Melville, Come, let us now recommend the 
place, 


And welcome all the company here, 
Hoping they'll ſtill continue to grace 
Our Summer Amuſement ev'ry year. 


CHORUS. 


Come, let us now, &c. &c. 
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